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IRISH HISTORY IN ENGLISH MAGAZINES 

By MIRIAM ALEXANDER 

I IRELAND is in one respect unhappily unique. She alone, of 
all the countries in the world, has had the misfortune to bring 
forth sons who, for their own ends, do not scruple to traduce 

her. It is impossible to imagine an Englishman, a Frenchman or 
a German deliberately setting himself down to defame his own land, 
to misrepresent his own countrymen--to distort the bygone annals 
of his nation. 

It is incredible to conceive sane and rational human beings 
holding the theory that history may be undone by a strenuous denial 
of its unpalatable truths, or that any man makes a better citizen for 
believing himself the descendant of a degraded race. Such, how- 
ever, are the tenets of a certain section of the Irish community, and 
when this creed is thrust upon the English public and enforced by 
a total perversion of facts, those of the Irish nation who are not 
dead to all sense of national honour, have every right to object. 

In Blackwood's Magazine for January, 1913, there is an article 
entitled " The Wrongs of Ulster," and signed " C. W. C.," in which 
Ireland is defamed by what is said, by what is omitted, and by 
implication. The writer purports to describe the injustices inflicted 
in the past on the Ulster Scot, and does in point of fact relate certain 
incidents in the story of a race, eighty-five per cent. of which shook 
the dust of Ireland from its feet a hundred years ago; but the 
grievances of Ulster are merely the cloak for an attack on Ireland, 
hysterical in its venom. 

He describes the Irish as inherently cowardly, treacherous, 
bloodthirtsy and disloyal to their own ideals. In a quotation from 
Burns, which, taken in conjunction with its context, can hardly be 
equalled as an instance of bad taste, he pronounces them irreligious. 
Wiih unlimited wealth of authorities at his disposal, he quotes- 
Froude and Macaulay, admittedly two of the most bitter, prejudiced 
and bigotted Hiberniophobes who ever set pen to paper, and a 
political speech of John Fitzgibbon-a man no more scrupulous than 
others of an unscrupulous age--engaged in a hard-fought battle 
against the party he had deserted. 

He makes no pretence at impartiality, which is, of course, his 
own affair, but he does make a pretence at relating the facts of our 
past history, which is-or ought to be-the affair of every right- 
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IRISH HISTORY IN ENGLISH MAGAZINES 

minded Irishman; and to do so he descends to a number of definite 
misstatements prefaced by that best known of all Froude's libels. 

"As a nation the Irish have done nothing that posterity is not 
anxious to forget." 

That charge-which, by the way, Ireland has every reason to 
bless, since it moved Lecky to write his great refutation-is the key- 
note of the whole article. 

If its writer had meant to give a history of the Ulster Presby- 
terians, he would hardly have omitted all reference to Ulster's very 
prominent share in the rebellion of 1798 and the emigrations that 
followed it, because Ulster was the one part of Ireland on which the 
rebellion left a definite mark. This, however, he has done- 
moreover, he ignores the rise of Belfast since 1825, and the work 
of all the Scotchmen who, in the nineteenth century, " colonised" 
North-east Ulster. The wrongs of Ulster is merely the screen from 
behind which he shoots his arrows at the loathed country of Ireland. 

He says of her history: "This dark story carried on from century 
to century is rarely brightened by those touches of chivalry and 
heroism which, in other nations, cast a lustre on the blackest pages 
of their annals. She can look back to no character resembling 
William Wallace or the Chevalier Bayard or the Maid of Orleans. 
She can recall no hard-fought battles for freedom." 

To anyone who knows Irish history this charge is merely ludic- 
rous-but it has not been written for those who know; it has been 
written for Englishmen ignorant of the truth, and for those Irishmen 
whose strongest resolution in life is to shut eyes and ears and mind 
to every fact that might shake the hereditary myth in which they 
nurtured-the myth of the " inferior race." 

From the very beginning of time Ireland's history has been 
characterised by heroism and chivalry. Her traditions of honour 
even back in the misty ages of the Tain were of the highest. 

There is extant a poem of Finn, the father of Ossian, which 
might, for the simple nobility of its precepts, be engraved over every 
door of every school in the British Isles to-day. Quoted in full it 
would take up too much space-those interested can find it on page 
116 of Dr. Sigerson's Bards of te Gael and Gall. 

To refute C..W.C.'s charge as it ought to be refuted, in detail 
and with the necessary references, is obviously impossible in a 
magazine article; but a few points on which his misstatements are 
most pronounced may be summarised, and a few incidents, picked 
at haphazard, given to disprove his assertions. 

When C.W.C. and his disciples deny Ireland any share in the 
"chivalry and heroism which in other nations cast a lustre upon the 
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THE IRISH REVIEW 

blackest pages of their annals," do they know nothing of the days 
when her Kings went forth to invade Europe-nothing of Dathi and 
Niall of the nine hostages-nothing of Carbery Riada who colonised 
the lower half of Scotland? 

Have they ever heard of Brian of the Tributes, who freed 
Ireland from the Dane and made it the kingdom which Alfred of 
England described in his itinerary: 

"I found in Meath's fair principality, 
Virtue, Vigour, and Hospitality, 
Candour, joyfulness, bravery, purity, 
Ireland's bulwark and security "- 

to quote but one of the Saxon King's many eulogistic verses. 
Is the name of Malachi, Brian's rival for the Ardrigh-ship, who 

when danger threatened his native land, voluntarily renounced his 
claim and submitted to Brian that the Ardrigh might have the benefit 
of his warriors unfamiliar to them, and do they find nothing worth 
remembering in his self-sacrifice, and in the loyalty and courage that 
went with it ? 

Are they entirely ignorant of the deeds of Art MacMorrough? 
And of Cahal Crovedearg O'Conor, who ruled Connacht more wisely 
than Connacht has ever since been ruled, who forced the de Lacy's 
to acknowledge him as suzerain-who built bridges and made roads, 
and was responsible for the beautiful monastery of Cnocmoy? Do 
they know the story of how Godfrey O'Donnell, the chief of 
Tirconnell, when mortally wounded bade his clansmen carry him on 
his bier to the field of combat, and told them he could not die until 
they had won the fight? 

Is there no romance for them in the story of Cashel of the Kings -or in the bringing to Ireland of that piece of the True Cross which 
still remains to us, or in the building by Donnell O'Brien of the 
glorious Abbey to which it gave its name? 

Have they no reverence for Margaret O'Carroll, the fame of 
whose culture and piety has outlasted five weary centuries, who 
received twice a year " all the Bards of Albyn and Erin," who made 
bridges and roads, who built churches and endowed them with 
missals and mass books? 

Is Shane O'Neill not worth remembrance-" Shane Dymas 
Wild," as Sir Walter Scott calls him-that headstrong turbulent 
chief, who astonished Queen Elizabeth, and who in character so 
strongly resembled Queen Elizabeth's own father? Did any English 
Baron of his day do more for his land than MacCarthy Mor, the 
builder of Kilcrea Abbey and of the Castles of Blarney and Dripsey 
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and Carrigadroghid? MacCarthy's work speaks for him to this day- 
assuredly no mere savage planned Blarney-an astute warrior chose 
the site, and a man who loved the beautiful designed those graceful 
windows which, high above chance of assault, look away over the 
fair Shournagh Glen. 

If Ireland " can recall no hard-fought battles for freedom," 
what was Clontarf? What was Ballinaboy? What was Benburb? 
Ireland certainly never has "produced a character resembling the 
Maid of Orleans." Nor has any other country in the world. A 
Joan of Arc outside France is as inconceivable as a Napoleon born 
of English parents. What Ireland has produced-has never failed 
to produce-is true men, stout fighters and patriots at every crisis of her 
history--Cormac and Niall, Brian and Malachi, Art MacMorrough, 
Hugh Roe O'Donnell, Owen Roe O'Neill, Patrick Sarsfield, Grattan, 
Daniel O'Connell-more, she has twice in England's direst need 
given her a soldier whose name will last as long as England shall 
endure-Wellington and Lord Roberts. She has produced the 
truest prelates and the most patriotic and devoted chroniclers the 
world has ever seen, men like Keating and the Four Masters, in 
whom the flame of a great love of a country never once burnt dim. 

C.W.C. has possible not heard the story of Bishop Doyle of Ross, 
whom Broghill's men captured, and led in chains before the Castle 
of Carrigadroghid, in order that he might command its surrender. 

" They led him to the peopled wall; 
'Thy sons,' they said, are those within 
If at thy word their standards fall, 
Thy life and freedom thou shalt win." 

The poem goes on to relate how the Bishop demanded to be robed 
in his vestments before he addressed the garrison, and his words to 
them as he stood below the wall: 

" He spake-' Right holy is your strife, 
Fight for your Country, King and Faith. 
I taught you to be true in life, 
I teach you to be true in death." 

Ere yet he fell, his hand on high 
He raised, and benediction gave; 
Then sank in death, content to die, 
Thy great heart, Erin, was his grave." 

If there is no inspiration in that story, there is no inspiration in 
all history. 
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THE IRISH REVIEW 

The list might be prolonged indefinitely. Take as a single 
instance Patrick Sarsfield. 

No country in the world can boast a more gallant, loyal and 
honourable gentleman-few a better soldier. Nor are the minor 
characters in that war of 1690 unworthy of remembrance. 

Gallant old Richard Grace, who, when Ginckle tried to bribe him 
to surrender Athlone, sent back the message--"A gentleman does 
not betray his trust." Sir Teague O'Regan, the defender of Char- 
lemont-" Galloping O'Hogan "-the pilot of that midnight dash 
across the Shannon. 

Of the seven men of Moidart, five were Irishmen-and no men 
in the whole campaign showed a better spirit. C.W.C. may choose 
to ignore Thomas Lally, but even he can hardly deny his courage 
and his genius. To Ireland belongs all the credit of the prettiest 
story in history-the story of how Charles Wogan and his three 
compatriots rescued Clementina Sobieski for their King. 

The man who held "the last gate of Cremona," "le brave 
O'Mahonie," as the French call him, was Irish, and so was every 
man of his gallant four hundred. Irish valour it was that raised 
the Siege of Oran; and to an Irishman, Peter Lacy of Ballingarry, 
belongs the honour of having found the Russian army an ill-trained 
and mutinous rabble, and made it one of the best of Europe. 

To go through the list of the Irish-born Irishmen who won 
honour abroad in the eighteenth century would demand a volume. 
Nothing could speak more eloquently for them than the few words 
inscribed by the wish 'of Louis XVIII. on the last colours presented 
to the Irish Brigade-" Semper et ubique fidelis." 

The next charge brought against us is one of cowardice and 
lack of patriotism-rather a dangerous subject, surely, for a writer 
who has elected to violently traduce his native land in what to most 
readers is an unsigned article. 

C.W.C., untroubled apparently by the proverb concerning the 
cap and the head, goes gaily on: "When it has come to the crucial 
test of action it has too often happened that 'the patriotic ecstacy 
which flowed so freely in torrents of rhetoric has congealed at the 
sound of the cannon.' It has been always thus in Irish history." 

What? At Clontarf, and at Benburb, and at Aughrim? 
Did " patriotic ecstacy" congeal in the hearts of the men who 

gave their lives to pull down the bridge at Athlone, "The twain 
who breasted that raging tide-and the ten who shook bloody hands 
with death "; or in those who defied Prince Eugene's forces in the 
gateway of Cremona; or at Fontenoy, when the Irish regiments of 
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Clare, Dillon, Lally and Fitzjames swept up the hill, crying- 
" Remember Limerick and the Saxon Faith?" 

Did it in the case of the untrained peasants who, at Vinegar 
Hill, faced artillery fire for an hour-admittedly, the highest test to 
which troops could be subjected? and was patriotic ecstacy dead in the 
soul of Lord Edward Fitzgerald when he sacrificed everything most 
men cherish to a cause in which he could gain nothing tangible, and 
might-and did-lose even life itself? 

So much for charge two. 
Charge three is a time-honoured one. " In the sixteenth century 

Ireland had practically relapsed into barbarism." 
Spencer's description of the Irish horsemen of his day " in his 

robe of Sheklaton, which is that kind of gilded leather with which 
they used to embroider their Irish jackets . you may see 
the Irish horsemen most truly set forth in his long hose, his riding 
showes of costly cordwaine, his hocqueton and his haberion, and all 
the rest ." does not substantiate that soft indictment. 

On the contrary, it suggests that the strenuous efforts of England 
to throw the country into a state of savagery in order that she might 
be the more easily quelled had not been altogether successful. 

Moreover, one of the most interesting of our Irish writers 
belongs to that date-Don Phillip O'Sullivan Beare-who com- 
manded a galleon for Philip of Spain, and who left to posterity 
several works which prove quite definitely that he, at least, was not 
only no barbarian, but a man of the highest culture. 

Traditions of Lynch's school have come down to us, and judging 
it solely by two of its scholars, its standard was a high one. 

Duald Mac Furbis's Book of Genealogies certainly does not 
suggest a savage-nor does Roderic O'Flaherty's lar-Connachlt, 
either in its description of Connacht or in its most admirable work- 
man ship. Indeed it is doubtful if even in these over-educated days 
many country gentlemen could write a history of their own province 
at once so lucid and so erudite. 

Lastly, but not least, there remains a quantity of poetry of the 
16th century, notably one magnificent lament composed by Fearflatha 
O'Gnieve Bard to the O'Neill, in or about 1556, which Callanan 
translated, and of which there is only space to give one verse-the 
last : 

" On Bondsmen of Egypt, no Moses appears 
To guide your dark steps through this desert of tears- 
Degraded and lost ones! No Hector is nigh 
To lead you to freedom or teach you to die!" 
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Barbarians are not as a rule poets, nor are they generally 
acquainted with either the Bible or the history of ancient civilisation. 

C.W.C. next blames the Irish for resenting the plantations. 
In what is almost the most remarkable of his very remarkable 

statements, he says: " Two million acres were thus escheated, of 
which two-thirds, consisting of peat bogs and forest, were handed 
over to the native Irish." 

C.W.C. might with as much propriety say that Siberia was 
"handed over" to the unfortunates banished there. Sir Arthur 
Chichester, in the very passage quoted by C.W.C., evidently does 
not share that writer's very complacent view of the proceeding. The 
term he uses is " displant." The fact is, that there was no form 
of brutality, ill-treatment and injustice to which the "mere Irishry" 
was not subjected. 

Cruellest of all were the methods of Mountjoy and Sir George 
Carew. In Miss Lawless's words: 

" Mountjoy established military stations at different points and 
proceeded to demolish everything that lay between them. He made 
his soldiers destroy every living speck of green, burn every roof, 
and slaughter every beast. The ground was burnt to the 
very sod the people perished by tens of thousands." 
Is it any wonder that when the day of reckoning came, it was a 
black one? 

C.W.C. waxes eloquent over that day of reckoning-October 
23rd, I641---even to the extent of quoting figures which will surprise 
the mere historian. 

No one wishes to dispute the appalling horror of the massacre, 
but the worst part of thiat horror lies in the fact that Christian states- 
men should have inflicted such devilish suffering on fellow human 
beings, that the memory of it, forty years after, sufficed to drive 
their descendants stark mad. 

It is perhaps the most hideous illustration the world has ever 
had of the truth of Browning's words: "There's not a crime but 
takes its proper change out still in crime, if once rung on the counter 
of this world." 

C.W.C., however, writes of this matter as if the Irish, without 
the slightest provocation, had done it wantonly for the mere pleasure 
of killing Protestants. He takes care not to mention that the act 
was not sanctioned by any one of the Irish leaders except Phelim 
O'Neill, and the whole tone of his observations would lead the 
uninitiated to assume that it was the only massacre in history. That 
wholesale assassination was in the I6th and I7th centuries an act not 
disdained by Kings is a point he appears to entirely overlook. 
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Jeanne d'Albert, the mother of Henri Quatre, invited " three 
hundred Catholic noblemen " to a banquet, and had them extermin- 
ated afterwards like so many rats. Every child knows of the Eve 
of St. Bartholomew, and the hideous wiping out, with every refinement 
of treachery and inhumanity, of a whole Scotch sept has not been 
considered any blemish on the pious memory of William of Orange. 

It is only when the method is resorted to by the " mere Irishry," 
when the driven peasant sons of murdered men and outraged women 
are goaded at last into a frenzied attempt to rid themselves of their 
persecutors, that posterity holds up its hands in horror. Upon the 
question of the butchery of the whole population of Island Magee 
by Monroe's Scotchmen, C.W.C. maintains a discreet silence. 

From 1641 he next returns to Cromwell. He says: " Cromwell 
marched upon Drogheda, the stronghold of the Catholic rebels; on 
their refusal to surrender, the fortress was stormed, and every man 
found in arms was put to the sword." 

So much for C.W.C. 
Here are the facts of the case: Drogheda was held by Sir 

Arthur Ashton, and its garrison of 3,000 consisted largely, if not 
exclusively, of Englishmen; they were summoned to surrender-- 
declined, and saw their town carried by assault after a desperate 
fight. The rest may be left to Cromwell's own words in his despatch 
to the Parliament: 

" We refused them quarter. I believe we put to the sword the 
whole number of defendants. I do not think thirty escaped--those 
that did are in safe custody for the Barbadoes." 

Cromwell omits to mention that old men, women and children 
were also put to the sword without mercy, but the gist of the matter 
for our present purpose lies in C.W.C.'s interpretation of facts. The 
Drogheda garrison were not " Catholic rebels"; they were not in any 
way connected with the Ulster uprising. More than half of them 
were not even Irish. 

Nor is C.W.C. content with this general perversion of facts. 
He definitely states of the Cromwellian confiscation, that "judging 
by its fruits, no wiser or more beneficial scheme could have been 
devised." 

Now the noticeable thing about that whole affair was, that it 
bore no fruit at all. A few--a very few--of the planted families 
remained; the major portion "looted and left." 

C.W.C. dilates upon the "resolution" of the settlers, and 
almost in the same breath tells us that at the restoration more than 
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half the lands acquired by Cromwell's soldiers were handed back 
to the Catholic lords of the Pale. 

The natural question which arises at once in the reader's mind 
is, why did these very blood-thirsty Cromwellians submit and the 
obvious answer is-because they had gone. They were not of the 
type to make colonists. They were soldiers of fortune, men who 
lived by their wits and their swords, and who had no knowledge of 
or use for husbandry. Cromwell knew very well that they would 
never stay. His alleged scheme of colonisation was as much a pious 
fraud, and has as little real intention at the heart of it as the Treaty 
of Limerick. Like William III., forty years later, he found con- 
fiscated property the cheapest coin in which to pay his soldiers. 

C.W.C. will, no doubt, be able to answer a question about the 
Protector, namely-Why did he cause the printing press at Drogheda 
to be broken? Did the desire to conceal some truth inimical to his 
interest prompt that act of vandalism? It is less easy to prove that 
you have extirpated a race of savages if you leave the traces of an 
undoubted culture behind. 

C.W.C. writes with enthusiasm of the "masterful policy" of 
the Lord Protector, which he says has " naturally . . not found 
much favour among Irish Nationalists "-a comment, by the way, 
not strictly relevant, however astute. 

Ireland, during those golden years he so touchingly refers to, 
was under the jurisdiction of the Lord Deputy, the Commander in 
Chief, and Four Commissioners. One of the first acts of these 
Commissioners was to burn an old lady-the mother of a Colonel 
Fitzpatrick-at the stake. They also authorised the taking of Irish 
women, children, young girls an'd youths for the purpose of being 
sold as slaves to the West Indies, the Virginian tobacco planters, 
and the Algerian pirates. 

Sir William Petty, the maker of the Down Survey, mentions 
that six thousand were sent to the West Indies; contemporary 
accounts state the total number sold at about one hundred thousand. 
With so profitable and easy an industry, it is little wonder that 
certain Cromwellians were able quickly to amass money, and that " the 
curse of Cromwell," should still linger among a peasantry, whose 
greatest misfortune is their inability to forget. 

C.W.C.'s next most noticeable departure from accepted facts 
is his ludicrous account of the Battle of the Boyne. He begins 
by a description of William's Ulster soldiers, quoted from Macaulay: 
"Wolseley, with his warriors, who had raised the unanimous shout 
of 'Advance' on the day of Newtownbutler. "As Newtownbutler 
was a case of ambush, the Irish having been crept upon from the 
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rere, this paragraph is a good illustration at once of that sense of 
the picturesque and that bland indifference to facts which character- 
ised Macaulay. 

C.W.C. says: "The French cavalry made a stout resistance; 
the Irish at the first attack fled in a disgraceful panic. Greene says: 
" The Irish Foot broke in a shameful panic, but the horse made so 
gallant a stand that Schomberg fell in repulsing its charge, and for 
a time the English centre was held in check." 

Now, though to question Greene is, of course, rank blasphemy, 
as a matter of fact this charge has not only never been proved against 
the Irish infantry, but is given the lie direct by the testimony of both 
Berwick and Lazun-both of whom, it may be mentioned, hated the 
Irish almost as much as C.W.C. does. The story seems to have 
started with Macaulay, and Macaulay based it on the letters of two 
nameless French officers, who, for all posterity knows to the contrary, 
may have merely saddled the Irish with their own failing. No one, 
however, except C.W.C., has ever even suggested that any stigma 
of cowardice attaches to the Irish cavalry. 

Story, quoted in Todhunter's Life of Patrick Sarsfield," relates 
of a troop of Irish horse that " they charged the Danes" (i.e., the 
Danish Horse who had just crossed the river) so home, that they came 
faster back again than they went." Story also adds: " The action 
began at a quarter past ten, and was so hot till past eleven that a 
great many old soldiers said they never saw brisker work." A con- 
temporary work, also quoted by Dr. Todhunter, tells how the citizens 
of Dublin, having first had news of a general rout, were surprised 
by the arrival of " the whole body of the Irish Horse coming in, in 
very good order, with kettledrums, hauteboys, and trumpets." 

C.W.C. takes care not to mention that William's forces out- 
numbered James's by about two to one, and that they were, moreover, 
trained veterans, whereas the Irish were law levies, many of whom 
never heard a shot fired before. 

He makes a grudging admission that the Irish troops "retrieved 
their character" before the end of the war, but he does not allude 
at all to the Siege of Athlone, where the most desperate valour was 
shown. Sarsfield's feat at Ballyneety he passes over in silence. Nor 
does he consider it worth while to state that when, after the signing 
of the Treaty of Limerick, the Irish troops found themselves con- 
fronted with the choice of a free pardon or poverty and perpetual 
exile-the fate most dreaded of all fates by the average Irish peasant 
--ninety per cent. of them scorned to desert their king and slight 
their faith. 

(To be continued) 
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